HO                            GOLDEN  HORN

We flew past the winter capital of the Parthian Kings,
where the Arch of Ctesiphon shadowed the Turkish
trenches (and where, seventeen centuries ago, the heresy
of the Manichees was first expounded) until we reached
the date-gardens where Scheherazade had entertained
Haroun-er-Raschid ; then we swung west, and I per-
ceived that the desert, instead of being empty, as I had
hoped, was swarming with horsemen and camels.

Men and beasts looked insignificant down there, like
toys on a brown linoleum nursery floor ; but they were
dangerous toys for us : I tried to find a place that was free
of them and yet near the telegraph line, and I thought
that I had succeeded when I told the pilot to land near
the site of Nimrod's tomb.

Click ! I heard a slight cracking noise as we stopped
on the smooth, hard-baked surface, but I was busy at the
moment with wire-cutters and explosives, and I did not
know that that sound meant the breaking-up of my career
as an airman.

When I looked up, I saw that we had run into a tele-
graph post, and had splintered a wing. The pilot cursed
the rear wind which had caused the machine to escape
his control on landing ; and I cursed the pilot, but
silently, for this was no time for indulging in futile
recriminations.

The leading edge as well as a main strut of our aero-
plane was broken. Nothing could be done, the pilot said.

I refused to believe it. Something could be done :
something must be done : yet hope sank from its high
zenith to a mind-defeating nadir : I looked round, gasp-
ing, and thinking (like an idiot, for meditation was out
of place) that this is how a gaffed fish must feel. Was I
in the same world as that of a minute ago ? Had God